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Summary: Deadpool was recently able to reconnect with an old friend, a very old friend. He doesn't know much about her, but that didn't bother him until he found out that Sabretooth is her father. Now he has a million questions, but she's only allowing him to ask one. Hopefully he can think of a good one. Takes place after 'Unfortunate Truth.'





	A Single Question

Despite having known her when he was a kid, and now living with her, Deadpool knew next to nothing about the woman he was currently living with, Kira Strande, also known as Black Tiger. Due to a recent adventure they had with the X-Men he learned that her father was Victor Creed more commonly known as Sabretooth, but that just raised even more questions in Wade's mind about Kira. When he asked her to tell him about her childhood, she told him he would be allowed to ask one question and only one about it. He had been thinking about that what question that would be ever since, and now, a few days later he finally came up with that question.

It was the middle of the night when he thought of it, but he didn't want to forget about it, so instead of waiting until morning like a sane person would, he rushed to her room. He entered without even knocking to find her sleeping. In his experience most people, no matter what they were like when awake, looked peaceful while sleeping. Kira…wasn't. She was in a position that could only have been achieved if she was rolling around a lot before, with the sheets sprawled out several different directions, and she had one hand under her pillow no doubt gripping the knife she kept there. Even in her sleep she was kind of paranoid.

If he didn't want her to attack him the moment she woke up he would have to be very careful about it. "Hey Kira, wake up!" He shouted not caring about the fact that she reacted violently by stabbing him in the lung with the knife. "Ow." He pulled the knife out. "Was that really needed?"

She took her knife back and pushed a few short black locks of hair out of her face then glanced at the clock. "It's two am; you better have a very good reason for waking me up." Her eyes looked like they were glowing the same way a cat's would in the dark, which made sense because her eyes were red cat eyes with black sclera. It made for an overall creepy affect that would have freaked most people out, but Wade wasn't most people.

"Yes, I've figured out what I'm going to ask you."

"That's great, Wilson. You can ask me in the morning."

"But I might forget about it by then."

"Fine, you can ask the question now, but you won't get the answer 'til morning."

"Fare enough. My question is: What happened to cause your mutation to manifest?"

She froze for a brief second. "Okay, if that's what you want to know I'll tell you all about it." Her words were barely above a whisper when she said this. "Now leave me alone so I can sleep." She added, back to her usual harsh tone.

Wade left, going back to his room to allow her to sleep. When morning came, as predicted he forgot exactly what he asked Kira. He knew he asked her something though. That's just the kind of thing that happened when you come up with an idea in the middle of the night. Wade walked downstairs to the kitchen where Kira was already making breakfast. Wade sat at the kitchen table. "Hey, when are you going to tell me the answer to that thing I asked?"

"After breakfast." She put a plate of pancakes in front of him then sat down with her breakfast, an omelet, bacon, sausage, and toast. Once they were both finished eating, Kira cleared the table and washed the dishes before going to the family room where she was going to give Wade her answer.

"So what happened? Were your parents shot in front of you?"

"Yes, Wilson, I saw my parents murdered in front of me, so I vowed I would strike fear into the hearts of criminals in an effort to make sure what happened to me would never happen to anyone else."

"I don't think the sarcasm was needed."

"You asked a stupid question. Now can you let me tell the story without you interrupting?"

"Yes."

"Good. Now if I just told you the exact event that caused my powers to manifest, it would probably just confuse you, so most of this story is going to be what led up to it so it will make sense."

"Is this going to be like How I Met Your Mother? Because I'm not really up for listening to a story that'll take nine seasons to tell."

"It'll take about an hour at most, so shut up and let me tell the story.

"First thing you should know: I have a twin brother, Jason. I haven't mentioned him before now because we haven't exactly been on speaking terms for the last few decades. Second thing you should know is our parents weren't married when we were born. Since we grew up in the early twentieth century we were pariahs because of something our parents did wrong. It didn't exactly make for an easy childhood, even if I didn't entirely understand what people's issue with me was at the time. It was also made worse by the fact that Dad wasn't always around. He always made sure to be there for our birthday, but other than that it was entirely random when he would be in town. You can probably imagine the things people said about Mom because of this.

"Unfortunately the other children in the town quickly caught on to all of this, well sort of, they picked up on enough to know they were supposed to shun us or worse. It would have been an extremely lonely childhood, if it weren't for the fact that I had my brother.

"Mom still tried to get us to socialize with the other kids, and there was one family that didn't care about the stigma and they had a girl around my age, so we were forced to be friends. That didn't work out for several reasons. Mainly, I've never exactly had an agreeable personality, so she never wanted to be around me. The feeling was mutual, so whenever we were forced to spend time together we would act civilly whenever we were being watched, but when we weren't we would both just do our own thing, ignoring each other."

"What does you having no friends have to do with anything?" Wade interrupted.

"I was getting to that. Look it will all make sense when I'm finished. So as I was saying: as we got older this girl started to pick up on the same things the other kids did, so she went from just ignoring me whenever possible to openly harassing me. My reaction to this probably could have been better thought out in hindsight. I killed her dog."

"What? That dog never did anything to you. Wait, did he?"

"Other than silently mocking me with his eyes, no, but that didn't actually factor into my reasoning. I wanted to kill her, but I also knew people would, you know, care about her death, so they would investigate and it wouldn't take long to figure out that I did it. No one cared enough about a dog for that though, and the dog's death would hurt her in a way I wouldn't be able to accomplish otherwise."

"That sounds disturbingly pretty well thought out to me."

"I failed to take into account Dad's keen senses. Also I recognize now that I did kind of over react."

"Well it's good that you recognize your own mistakes and have learned from them…is what I would say if it weren't for the fact that you still over react to a lot of things."

"Leave me alone. Flaws don't magically fix themselves just because I recognize them."

"Fair enough. Continue the story."

"You know stories are easier to tell without someone interrupting as much as possible."

"I'm not interrupting as much as possible."

She just gave him a hard look in response.

"I see your point."

"Damn straight you see my point." She muttered before continuing her story. "Dad was able to figure out what I did, it was the first time he ever told me he was proud of me, but he still wanted to know why I did it. About a week after I told him, the girl, let's say, disappeared. By which I mean her body was never found.

"Her mother of course mourned her loss, but her father plotted revenge. At least I think he did. Considering what happened later he probably did, though I'm not entirely sure who it was against. It could have been a sort of eye for an eye thing in which case he thought it was Dad, or it was just straight up revenge, in which case he thought it was me."

"Um…okay, what did he do exactly?"

"He took me deep into the forest so it would be more difficult to find my body, then he shot me in my left eye. I specify left eye because my eyes were originally amber, and when that one healed back it looked they way it does now. It wasn't until later that my right eye changed, hence this scar." She pointed at the scar that went from the top of her face through her eye to the bottom of her right cheek. "Anyways, I woke up about an hour later, and everything was different."

"I don't think having freakish animal powers counts as _everything_ being different."

"I killed someone afterwards, then my mother abandoned me, taking my brother with her, who was basically the only friend I had at the time, then I was locked away in an asylum because my dad wasn't around to prevent that. It was only a month later on my birthday that he even found out about it and was able to get me out of there."

"Okay, that does kind of count as everything being different. What happened next?"

"That's the end of the story, Wilson. Your question has been answered, so we can continue on with our day." She got up and started heading toward the stairs. "I'm going to shower."

Wade had no idea what he was going to do now. He had so many questions, but he wasn't sure if she would answer them, but you never know until you try, so he followed her. "You can't just end a story like that. It leaves so many unanswered questions."

Kira rolled her eyes; she knew he would want to know more. It was the reason why she made it clear ahead of time that he would only get to ask the one question. "I can end a story like that, in fact I just did."

"What about your brother? What happened to him?"

"I'm not telling you anything else. There is no point in you asking me any more questions."

"Well what abou-" He was cut off by Kira slamming him into the wall. "Why must you always hurt me?"

"I told you could ask _one_ question. What is so difficult about that?"

"I'm just curious."

She dropped him. "If you ask me one more question I will tear out your small intestine, tie in a noose, then hang you with it. Is that understood?"

Wade knew she would actually go through with it, and while he also he knew he could fight her off, the fact that she made the threat in the first place meant she was really didn't want to tell him anything else about her childhood, so Wade decided to drop the issue entirely. Besides it was probably best to let her open up in her time anyway.


End file.
